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All suddenly the hill his snow devours.

In lieu whereof a goodly garden grew.

As if the snow had melted into flow'rs,

Which their sweet breath in subtle vapours threw.

That all about perfumed spirits flew.

For whatsoever might aggrate the sense,

In all the world, or please the appetence,

Here it was poured out in lavish affluence.

The garden like a lady fair was cut,
That lay as if she slumbcr'd in delight,
And to the open skies her eyes did shut ;
The azure fields of Heav'n were 'sembled right
In a large round, set with the flow'rs of light:
The flowers-de-luce, and the round sparks of dew
That hung upon their azure leaves, did shew
Like twinkling stars, that sparkle in the evening
blue.

Upon a hilly bank her head she cast,
On which the bower of Vain-delight was built.
White and red roses for her face were placed,
And for her tresses marigolds were spilt;
Them broadly she display'd, like flaming gilt,
Till in the ocean the glad day were drown1 d :
Then up again her yellow locks she wound,
And with green fillets in their pretty cauls them
bound.

Over the edge depends the gi-aping elm,
Whoso greener head,, ompurpulcd in wine,
Scorned to wonder at his bloody helm,
And half suspect the bunches of the vine,
Lest they, perhaps, his wit should undermine,
For well ho know such fruit ho never bore :
But her weak arms embraced him the more,
And her with ruby grapes laugh'd at her paramour,

Under the shadow of these drunken elms
A fountain rose,

The font of silver was, and so his showers

In silver fell, only the gilded bowls,

(Like to a furnace, that tho min'ral powers)

Sectn'd to have molt it in tholr shining holes :

And on the water, like to burning coals,

On liquid aiivor loaves of roses lay :

But when Panglory here did list to play,

Eose-water then it ran, and milk it rain'd they say,

The roof thick clouds did paint, from which three

boys

Three gaping mermaids with their ewers did food,
Whoso breasts let fall the streams, with sleepy

noise,

To lions' mouths, from whence it leapt with speed,
And in the rosy lavor seem'd to bleed ;
The naked boys unto the waters fall,
Their stony nightingales had taught to call,
When zephyrs breathed into their wat'ry interaol.

And all about, embayed in soft sleep,

A herd of charmed beasts aground were spread,

Which the fair witch in golden chains did keep,

And them in willing bondage fettered :

Once men they lived, but now the men were dead,

And turn'd to beasts, so fabled Homer old,

That Circe with her potion, charm'd in gold,

Used manly souls in beastly bodies to immould.
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INSTABILITY OF HUMAN GREATNESS,

FOND man, that looks on earth for happiness,
And here long seeks what here is never fouiad !
For all our good we hold from Heav'n by lease,
With many forfeits and conditions bound ;
Nor can we pay the fine and rentage due :
Though now but writ and seal'd, and giv'n anew,
Yet daily we it break, then daily must renew.

Why should'st thou here look for pei-petual good,
At every loss against HeavVs face repining ?
Do but behold where glorious cities stood,
With gilded tops, and silver turrets shining ;
Where now the hart fearless of greyhound feeds,
And loving pelican in safety breeds;
Where screeching satyrs fill tho people's empty

[steads.

Where is, the Assyrian lion's golden hide,
That all the cast once grasp'd in lordly paw 1
Where that great Persian bear, whose H welling pride
Tho lion's self tore out with ravenous jaw ?
Or he which, 'twixt a lion and a pard,
Through all tho world with nimblo pinions farod,
And to his greedy whelps his conquer'd kingdoms

[shared ?

Hardly the place of such antiquity,
Or note of these great monarchies wo find :
Only a fading verbal memory,
Au, ompty name in writ is loft behind:
But when this second life and glory fades,
And sinks at length in time's obscurer shades,1
A second fall succeeds, and double death invades.

That monstrous Beast, which nursed in Tiber's fen,
Did all tho world with hideous shape affray;
That filPd with costly spoil his gaping don,
And trodo down all the rest to dust and clay :
His battering horns pull'd out by civil hands,
And iron tooth lie scattered on the sands;
Back'cl, bridled by a monk, with seven heads yoked
stands.

And that black Vulture*, which with (loathful wing
O'ershadows half tho earth, whoso dismal Hight
Frightened the Muses from their native
Already stoops, and flags with weary llight:
Who then shall look for happiness beneath ?
Where each new day proclaims chance, chango,

and death,
And life itself 7s as flit as is the air \vo breathe,

" The Turk.
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